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EDITORIALS. 


The  Editor-in-Chief  and  the  Zephyrus  staff  wish  to  extend  a  New  Year’s 
greeting  to  all. 

Now  is  the  time  to  make  resolutions,  and  please,  dear  reader,  in  making 
them,  do  not  forget  to  resolve  that  henceforth  you  will  do  all  in  your  power 
to  make  the  paper  better.  Some  most  likely  will  say,  “I  can’t  write  a  story.” 
Most  of  you  have  never  tried  to  write  one;  if  you  should,  you  would  soon  see 
that  you  are  able  to  write  one  and  will  be  surprised  at  the  results. 

If  you  are  convinced  that  you  cannot  write  a  story,  you  can  help  a  good 
cause  along  by  not  knocking  the  editor  and  staff. 

- o - 

Why  not  start  the  New  Year  right?  Of  course,  there  are  a  few  who  think 
it  a  disgrace  to  get  honor  grades  in  their  studies,  and  boast  of  the  number  of 
finals  they  have  to  take  at  the  end  of  each  semester.  These  people  picture  a 
student  who  studies  as  one  with  a  large  encyclopedia  under  his  arm,  stooped 
shoulders,  a  pair  of  large  glasses,  and  a  very  dull  person  to  speak  to. 

There  are,  however,  a  number  who  keep  the  record  of  the  school  up  to 
its  standard,  but  they  study.  What  if  one  who  has  done  his  best  should  happen 
to  fail?  It  is  no  disgrace.  Naturally  there  are  some  who  do  not  know  how  to 
study,  for  they  study  everything  but  the  main  point,  and  in  reciting  recite  on 
only  the  minor  points. 

Why  not  start  now  to  do  our  regular  school  work  well?  Let  us  not  wait 
any  longer,  but  start  right  now,  if  we  have  not  already  done  so,  to  help  keep 
up  the  record  of  the  school. 

- o - 

Perhaps  the  different  editors  and  people  contributing  to  the  Zephyrus  do 
not  realize  the  difficult  task  that  our  editor-in-chief  has  each  month  in  rounding 
up  material.  It  would  relieve  her  a  great  deal  if  an  effort  were  made  on 


the  part  of  the  contributors  to  get  the  work  in  earlier. 

It  has  been  suggested  that  the  Zephyrus  staff  sell  the  High  School  paper  by 
the  subscription  system.  In  this  way,  it  is  thought  more  pupils  will  buy  the 
Zephyrus;  that  is,  if  the  price  is  reasonable.  Extra  copies  could  be  supplied 
to  those  who  do  not  care  to  subscribe  by  the  term  or  the  year.  At  any  rate, 
the  plan  might  be  tried  for  a  few  months. 


NOON  AT  THE  A.  H.  S. 

“What  have  you  here,  a  cafeteria  or  a  dining  room?”  This  remark  has 
been  heard  by  many  of  the  visitors  when  at  twelve  o’clock  they  see  the  stu¬ 
dents  rush  into  the  lunch  room,  all  hungry  and  ready  to  eat. 

At  several  of  the  tables  the  students  have  provided  themselves  with  alcohol 
lamps,  on  which  they  make  an  attempt  at  cooking.  This  breaks  the  monotony 
of  eating  cold  lunches  and  helps  make  the  lunch  hour  a  cheerful  one. 

After  the  lunches  are  eaten  and  the  dishes  washed  the  students  generally 
assemble  in  Mr.  Crockett’s  room,  where  they  enjoy  themselves  in  singing 
until  the  “five  minute  bell  rings.” 


THE  ORIGIN  OF  THE  SNOWFLAKES. 


"Did  you  ever  hear  the  story  of  the  origin  of  the  snowflakes?”  asked  Aunt 
Kate  of  her  little  charges,  who  were  becoming  restless  waiting  for  mama’s 
return  from  the  bedside  of  a  sick  friend. 

“No,  we  never  did.  Do  tell  us.  Is  it  a  pretty  story?”  exclaimed  the 
children,  always  eager  to  hear  anything  Aunt  Kate  might  choose  to  tell, 
for  in  their  estimation  very  few  could  excel  their  aunt  in  this  avocation. 

After  the  children  had  seated  themselves  comfortably  upon  the  rug  in 
front  of  the  huge  fireplace.  Aunt  Kate  began: 

“Once  upon  a  time,  years  and  years  before  either  your  darling  mama  or 
papa  was  born,  there  lived  a  most  beautiful  lady — so  beautiful  was  she  that 
kings  from  all  countries,  hearing  about  her,  came  to  see  her.  Besides  being 
beautiful  she  was  good. 

‘‘She  lived  in  that  part  of  the  world  which  is  now  the  far  north,  but  which 
was  at  that  time  very  warm.  Living  alone,  as  she  did,  in  a  large  castle,  with 
no  one  but  her  attendants  around  or  near  her,  one  would  imagine  that  she  would 
be  nervous  at  times;  but  this,  the  most  beautiful  lady  was  not,  for  she  was  ig¬ 
norant  of  meanness,  as  were  those  attending  her. 

"One  day,  while  receiving  visitors,  an  attendant  approached  and  told  her  that 
the  handsome  Prince  Sun  from  a  rich  country  wished  to  see  her  and  speak  to 
her. 

“Now,  children,  this  Prince  Sun  was  a  most  agreeable  companion  at  times, 
but  I’m  sorry  to  say  his  temper  occasionally  became  so  greatly  aroused  that 
those  standing  near  would  die  from  the  effects  of  it. 

"An  audience  having  been  allowed,  the  prince  made  his  way  to  the  court  in 
which  the  most  beautiful  lady  received  her  guests.  He  was  so  surprsied  at  her 
beauty  that  he  was  speechless  at  first  and  only  gazed  with  admiration  upon  her. 

“  ‘Ah!  most  beautiful  lady,’  said  Prince  Sun,  ‘you  do  me,  indeed,  a  great 
honor  in  permitting  me  to  see  and  converse  with  you,  and  I  pray,  most  beautiful 
lady,  that  you  will  accept  this  gift  from  me,’  and  he  placed  his  hand  upon  a 
most  magnificent  chariot  which  stood  near  him. 

“  ‘Ah,  Prince,  you  are  indeed  kind,’  exclaimed  the  lady,  to  whom  many 


beautiful  and  magnificent  presents  had  been  given,  but  none  of  which  had  pleased 
her  as  did  this  chariot.  ‘How  can  I  thank  you?’ 

“The  prince  soon  took  leave  of  her,  but  having  fallen  in  love  with  her, 
visited  her  many  times  afterward.  The  lady,  however,  remained  indifferent  to 
him. 

“One  day  he  spoke  of  his  love  for  her,  but  as  she  did  not  return  his  affec¬ 
tion,  she  said  ‘Nay.’  The  prince  tried  in  every  way  to  obtain  from  her  a  prom¬ 
ise  to  become  his  wife,  but  of  no  avail.  At  last  he  broke  forth  in  anger — so 
quickly  poured  forth  his  wrath  that  lest  she  should  die  as  others  had  done,  she 
ran  from  the  room  and,  with  a  few  attendants,  flew  still  farther  north  in  her 
chariot. 

“Prince  Sun,  fearing  greatly  that  he  should  lose  her,  obtained  another  chariot 
and  was  soon  traveling  swiftly  after  her.  So  quickly  did  he  lessen  the  distance 
between  them  that  the  lady,  observing  this,  called  upon  her  god  to  save  her. 

“Immediately  she  was  lifted  from  the  chariot  and  carried  far  into  the  skies 
and  her  attendants  said  they  had  seen  her  disappear  into  a  most  magnificent  pal¬ 
ace.  As  she  had  left  them  she  had  said:  ‘I  shall  weep,  for  I  cannot  take  you 
with  me.  Neither  can  I  return  to  you  again.’ 

“Soon  large  white  tears  came  flurrying  down  and  they  resembled  our  mod¬ 
ern  snowflakes.  It  became  very  cold,  so  the  attendants  returned  home  feeling 
very  sorrowful. 

“Prince  Sun  soon  followed,  but  could  not  get  very  far,  for  the  flakes  blinded 
him,  but  every  year  since  he  has  tried  to  find  the  most  beautiful  lady,  but  has 
never  as  yet  succeeded,  for  the  ice  is  such  that  he  cannot  penetrate  it.  And  every 
year  the  most  beautiful  lady  weeps  and  the  place  becomes  so  cold  that  Prince 
Sun  has  to  turn  southward  again.  Thus  we  have  the  origin  of  the  snowflakes,” 
ended  Aunt  Kate. 

“Oh,  what  a  beautiful  story!”  exclaimed  the  children.  “You  do  tell  such 
lovely  stories,  and  I  see  mama  coming  in  at  the  gate.”  And  off  the  children 
scampered.  £  £ 

- o - 

Foolish  question:  Bill  wants  to  know  who  milks  the  carnations  for  Car¬ 
nation  milk. — Ex. 


HI  SKULE. 


“Oh,  gosh!  I’m  so  sleepy  (yawn).  I  don’t  wanna  go  ter  skule  terday. 
Wonder  what  time  it  is,  anyhow.”  (a  slight  pause) — then: 

“Maw!”  (another  pause)  “Maw!” 

“What  do  you  want,  Silas?  My  land  sakes  alive,  ani’t  you  never  goin’  to 
git  up?  Mr.  Stone  will  shure  fix  you  if  you  don’t  git  ter  skule  before  that  bell 
rings.  Here  it  is  nigh  onter  eight  o’clock,  and  you  ain’t  out  o’  bed.  Ef  you 
want  any  breakfast  you’d  better  hurry  up,  Silas.” 

“Maw”  said  this  in  nearly  one  breath,  and  when  she  finished  she  flew  out  to 
the  kitchen  and  began  washing  dishes. 

As  for  Silas,  he  got  slowly  out  of  bed  and  began  to  dress.  When  he  had 
finished  breakfast  he  started  for  school,  and  got  to  his  room  just  as  the  last  bell 
was  ringing. 

“Gee  whiz!”  he  said  to  himself.  “Here  I  am  with  no  Latin  prepared. 
Won’t  the  ‘Roman’  jest  give  me  fits.  Aw,  I  don’t  kere,  anyway;  whut’s  ther 
use?  It  don’t  do  a  feller  a  bit-a  good  when  he  grows  up,  and  as  I’m  a-goin’ 
to  be  a  farmer,  it  don’t  tell  nothin’  in  ther  Latin  how  to  raise  pigs.” 

Just  then  the  recitation  bell  rang,  and  Silas  trooped  with  the  rest  of  the 
class  up  to  Miss  Woodward’s  room,  to  be  hauled  down  by  that  worthy  teacher 
for  using  poor  English  in  class. 

“Gee!”  whispered  Silas  to  a  fellow  pupil,  “ain’t  she  jest  treating  us  orful, 
a-makin’  us  stand  up  ter  recite,  and  er  makin’  us  say  ‘tew’  instid  of  ‘ter,’  and  ter 
keep  our  own  hands  outen  our  pockets?  I  don’t  jest  know  where  I’ll  land  if  I 
keep  this  up.  Hooray,  ther  goes  ther  bell!”  and  out  he  goes,  leaving  a  fairly 
good  mark  on  the  books  of  Miss  Woodward  behind  him. 

As  the  next  recitation  was  Latin,  and  he  wasn’t  prepared,  Silas  failed  en¬ 
tirely,  much  to  his  own  discomfiture,  increased  a  little  by  a  few  jokes  thrown 
purposely  at  him  by  the  “Roman,”  who  always  finds  great  amusement  at  the 
pupils’  expense. 

As  Silas’  next  period  was  vacant,  he  went  to  Mr.  Merrick’s  room  to  study. 
In  doing  so  he  came  across  several  algebra  problems  he  didn’t  know  how  to 
work,  so  he  had  to  find  out. 


“Hey,  Skee,”  said  he  in  a  stage  whisper  that  could  be  heard  all  over  the 
room,  “how  do  yer  work  the  thirteenth  on  page  fifty-tew?”  Whereat  the  eagle- 
eyed  “Roman”  took  three  off  his  deportment,  but  Silas  didn’t  care.  He  kept 
at  “Skee”  until  he  had  the  thirteenth  down  pat.  Whereat  the  “Roman  let 
him  off  easy  by  not  looking  at  him.  (I  guess  he  was  thinking  of  his  own  school 
days.) 

The  next  period  Silas  trooped  dejectedly  into  Miss  Badollet’s  room,  but 
before  doing  so  he  took  a  bracer  at  the  drinking  fountain.  When  he  entered 
the  door  he  knew  it  was  all  off  with  him. 

“Oh,  gosh!”  he  said  to  the  boy  next  to  him,  “it’s  all  up  with  me.  I  guess 
Miss  Badleax  didn’t  sleep  well  last  night;  look  at  the  expression  on  her  face.” 
As  Miss  Badollet  went  down  the  line  of  pupils,  asking  them  such  questions  as: 
“If  I  can  eat  three  m’s  in  one  week,  how  many  turnips  are  there  in  a  ten-acre 
garden?”  Silas’  knees  fairly  shook  under  him,  but  just  as  he  was  about  to  be 
called  upon  the  bell  rang. 

Getting  off  so  luckily,  he  went  home  to  dinner.  After  dinner  he  came 
back  and  managed  to  sneak  into  the  door  before  the  twenty-minute  bell  rang, 
on  account  of  there  being  no  teachers  to  keep  him  out. 

“Hey,  Silas!”  bellowed  Sam  Vannice  from  the  other  end  of  the  hall, 
come  here. 

“Well,  what  do  yer  want?”  questioned  Silas,  coming  up. 

“Come  on,  let’s  go  to  Crockett’s  room  and  sing  awhile.” 

“What!”  said  Silas,  stopping  short  in  his  tracks,  “what  did  yer  say?” 

“I  said,”  replied  Sam,  “I  said,  let’s  go  in  Crockett’s  room  and  sing  awhile.” 

“By  the  big  and  little  dipper,  what  a  gall  you’ve  got.  Why,  Samuel,  ef  I 
shud  go  in  there  with  you  and  try  ter  sing  I’d  lose  my  reputation.  Why,  ther 
idee,  jest  ter  think  of  me  going  in  there  and  sing  with  you.  Not  on  yer  life,  I 
ain’t.  Ef  you  want  ther  fellers  ter  lynch  yer,  go  ahead;  I  ain’t  a-goin’.  I  value 
my  life  tew  much  fer  that.” 

Whereupon  he  got  hit  over  the  head  with  Sam’s  algebra,  and  that  person, 
losing  heart,  didn’t  attempt  to  go  in  and  sing. 

With  the  ringing  of  the  next  bell  the  afternoon  session  began,  and  Silas  had 


an  extra  period  to  study  for  history.  But  I  am  safe  to  say  he  didn’t  do  much 
studying.  He  received  permission  to  sit  with  “Skee,”  and  when  “Skee”  didn  t 
talk  wireless,  Silas  talked  pigs,  I  mean  what  he  was  going  to  do  when  he  had  a 
farm. 

“Pa’s  got  a  hundred  and  fifty  acre  trak  of  land  out  near  ther  Nehalem 
Valley,”  Silas  was  telling  “Skee,”  “and  you  jest  bet  I’m  going  ter  raise  some 
whopping  big” — but  here  the  bell  cut  off  the  conversation,  but  a  person  could 
bet  his  fortune  that  Silas  was  going  to  say  pigs. 

He  got  through  history  all  right,  and  he  then  went  down  to  the  gym,  where 
after  some  exercise  and  basket  ball  playing  he  dressed  and  went  home. 

“Thet’s  one  more  day  gone,”  murmured  Silas  to  himself.  “I  wish  they  d 
all  come  together  so’s  a  feller  could  git  through  with  ’em,  and  start  in  raisin’ — ’ 

Biff — bang — bump!  Silas’  controversy  was  cut  short,  for  Lief  Halsen 
came  bumping  and  thumping  down  the  walk  and  crashed  into  Silas,  sending  him 
spinning  head  over  heels  to  the  bottom  of  the  hill.  As  Silas  picked  himself  up 
he  could  be  heard  to  say: 

“Whopping  big  pigs.”  W.  G. 


THE  ORIGINAL  HAPPY. 

It  was  with  much  precaution  that  Happy  Hogan  slid  back  the  door  of  the 
box  car,  for  Article  576,  City  Ordinances,  authorized  arrest  on  suspicion,  and 
Happy  was  by  all  means  familiar  with  that  same  ordinance:  so,  before  climbing 
out,  he  surveyed  the  field  with  the  care  of  a  suspicious  general. 

Hap’s  red  head  immediately  popped  back  into  the  car.  A  sight  too  impos¬ 
ing  and  magnificent  had  been  added  to  the  scene.  A  vast,  incomparable  police- 


man  was  coming  down  the  track.  However,  the  municipal  officer  did  not  exam¬ 
ine  the  car,  but  passed  on.  Happy  waited  as  long  as  his  judgment  advised,  then 
slid  softly  to  the  ground.  Assuming  as  far  as  possible  the  air  of  an  honest  laborer 
he  crossed  the  network  of  tracks  and  picked  his  way  toward  town. 

Rounding  the  corner.  Happy  collided  with  a  mountain  of  blue  and  brass. 

“Shtop, !”  cried  the  Dutch  sleuth,  “und  learn  der  right  vay.  Und  learn 
also  that  a  rolling  stone  should  keep  goin’.  Der  orters  I  haf  ish  to  bull  all  der 
pums  after  sunrise.” 

“To  which?” 

“To  bull  der  pums.  Eferypoty  mitout  fisible  means.  Dirty  days  is  der 
price,  or  fifteen  tollars.” 

“Is  dat  straight,  or  a  game  you’re  givin’  me?”  asked  Happy,  as  if  it  were 
new  to  him. 

“It’s  ter  pest  tip  you  efer  had.  I  gif  it  to  you  pecause  I  tinks  you  better 
than  der  rest.  Don’t  run  against  any  more  bolicemans,  but  skedaddle  away  from 
town.  Goot-bye.” 

After  the  sleuth  had  departed.  Hap  stood  for  an  irresolute  minute,  feeling 
all  the  outraged  indignation  of  a  tenant  who  is  ordered  to  vacate.  He  had  pic¬ 
tured  himself  a  day  of  dreamful  ease  lounging  on  the  wharf  munching  the  ba¬ 
nanas  and  cocoanuts  scattered  on  the  dock  on  unloading  fruit  steamers.  But 
here  was  an  order  to  vacate  and  one  that  must  be  obeyed. 

However,  it  was  with  depressed  spirit  that  Happy  found  the  old  Dutch 
market  on  his  chosen  route.  For  safety’s  sake,  he  still  presented  his  portrayal  of 
the  part  of  a  worthy  artisan  on  his  way  to  labor. 

At  a  certain  point  Happy’s  unerring  nose  caught  the  scent  of  frying  fish. 
Like  a  pointer  to  a  quail,  he  made  his  way  straight  to  the  camp  of  an  ancient 
fisherman,  whom  he  charmed  with  song  and  story,  so  that  he  dined  like  an  ad¬ 
miral,  and  then  afterward  annihilated  the  worst  three  hours  of  the  day  by  a  nap 
under  the  trees. 

When  he  continued  his  journey,  a  frosty  sparkle  in  the  air  had  succeeded  the 
warmth  of  the  day,  and  as  this  worked  upon  the  nerves  of  Mr.  Hogan,  he 
lengthened  his  stride  and  bethought  himself  of  shelter. 

A  distant  clatter  in  the  rear  developed  into  the  beat  of  horses’  hoofs,  and 


Happy  stepped  aside  to  clear  the  way.  Turning,  he  observed  a  beautiful  span 
of  gray  horses  drawing  a  double  surrey.  A  stout  man  with  a  white  mustache  oc¬ 
cupied  the  front  seat.  Behind  him  sat  a  middle-aged  woman  and  a  brilliant  look¬ 
ing  girl. 

As  the  surrey  swept  by  the  sidetracked  tramp,  whose  eyes  were  fixed  on  two 
money  bags  in  the  front  seat,  the  bright-eyed  girl,  seized  by  a  merry  impulse, 
leaned  toward  him  with  a  sweet  smile  and  cried:  "Hello,  dearie!”  Such  a  thing 
had  not  often  happened  to  Happy,  and  he  was  handicapped  in  devising  the  cor- 
rest  response,  so  he  pulled  off  his  battered  derby  and  waved  it  after  the  surrey. 

The  sudden  movement  of  the  girl  in  the  surrey  caused  something  to  drop  out. 
As  Happy  came  up  to  it  he  found  it  to  be  a  lady’s  glove. 

"The  bloomin’  little  rascal,"  said  Hap.  with  a  smile  that  covered  his  freckled 
face.  "Wot  der  yer  tink  of  dat  now?  ‘Hello,  dearie,  to  a  bum  like  me. 
Some  class  ter  her.  Der  guys  is  swell,  too,  and  der  old  guinea  stacks  dem 
coin  sacks  in  der  seat  as  though  they  were  dried  apples."  Happy  folded  the 
glove  carefully  and  tucked  it  in  his  pocket. 

It  was  two  hours  later  when  he  came  upon  signs  of  habitation.  The 
buildings  of  an  extensive  plantation  were  brought  to  view  by  a  sudden  turn  in 
the  road.  He  easily  selected  the  proprietor’s  residence  in  a  large  red  building 
with  numerous  windows. 

The  road  was  now  enclosed  by  fences,  and  as  he  drew  near  the  house  he 
suddenly  stopped  and  sniffed  the  air. 

“If  dere  ain’t  a  hobo  stew  cookin’  somewhere  in  this  immediate  precinct, 
he  said  to  himself,  “me  nose  has  quit  tellin  de  truf. 

Without  hesitation  he  climbed  the  fence  and  found  himself  in  an  old  disused 
lot  full  of  bricks  and  decayed  lumber.  He  drew  near  a  fire  which  was  in  one 
corner,  and  by  the  light  of  the  blaze  he  saw  the  fat  figure  of  a  ragged  man  in  a 
brown  sweater  and  cap. 

“Dat  guy,”  said  Happy  softly  to  himself,  “is  a  ringer  for  Boston  Harry. 
I’ll  try  him  wit  de  high  sign.” 

At  that  he  gave  a  few  short  whistles  and  walked  confidently  up  to  the  fire. 
The  fat  man  looked  up,  and  spoke  in  a  loud,  asthmatic  wheeze: 


"Gents,  de  unexpected,  but  welcome  addition  to  our  circle  is  Mr.  Happy 
Hogan,  an  old  friend  for  whom  I  fully  vouches.  The  waiter  will  lay  another 
spread  at  once.  Mr.  H.  H.  will  join  us  in  supper,  durin’  which  function  he 
will  enlighten  us  in  regard  to  the  circumstances  that  give  us  the  pleasure  of  his 
company.” 

"Chewin’  de  stuffin’  out  o’  the  dicti’nary  as  usual,  Boston,”  said  Hap; 
but  tanks  for  de  invatishun.  Youse  gents  workin’  on  dis  farm?” 

“A  guest,”  said  Boston  sternly,  “shouldn’t  never  insult  his  entertainers. 
Workin’  ain’t  good  bisnus  sense.  Blinky,  pass  de  empty  oyster  can  on  de 
right  ter  de  empty  gent  on  yer  left.” 

For  the  next  ten  minutes  the  gang  paid  their  individual  attention  in  down¬ 
ing  the  contents  of  a  kerosene  can  which  contained  a  stew  royal.  After  the  bot¬ 
tom  of  the  can  had  been  scraped  clean,  and  pipes  lit,  two  of  the  men  called 
Boston  aside  and  spoke  with  him  lowly.  He  nodded  decisively,  and  then  said 
aloud  to  Happy:  "Listen,  sonny,  to  some  plain  talky  talk.  We 

five  are  on  a  lay.  I’ve  guaranteed  to  be  square  and  you’re 

to  come  in  on  equal  shares  with  the  boys.  The  hands  on  this 

plantation  are  to  be  paid  in  the  mornin’.  The  boss  drove  to  New  Orleans 
today  and  fetched  back  the  money.  Here’s  the  way  we  get  it.  Deaf  Pete  and 
Blinky  will  go  down  and  set  fire  to  the  cane  field.  When  the  gents  leave  the 
house  to  put  out  the  fire  we’ll  go  in  and  grab  de  cash.  Now,  half  of  the  haul 
goes  to  me,  the  other  half  the  rest  of  you  divide.  Why  the  difference?  I  rep¬ 
resent  brains.” 

“Boston,”  interrupted  Hap,  rising  to  his  feet,  “t’anks  fer  de  grub,  yous 

fellers  has  give  me,  but  I’ll  be  movin’  on  now.” 

* 

"What  do  you  mean?”  asked  Boston,  also  rising. 

“W’y,  you  can  count  me  outter  dis  deal  you  oter  know  dat.  I’m  on  de 
bum  all  right  but  bul'glary  is  no  good.  I’ll  say  good  night  and  t’anks  fer — ” 

Happy  had  moved  away  a  few  steps  as  he  spoke,  but  he  stopped  very 
suddenly.  Boston  had  covered  him  with  a  short  revolver. 

"Take  yer  seat,”  demanded  the  tramp  leader.  “I’d  feel  mighty  proud 
of  myself  if  I  let  youse  go  and  spoil  de  game.  The  end  of  that  brick  pile  is 


your  limit.  Youse  goes  any  furder  and  I  shoots.  Better  take  it  easy,  now.” 

‘‘It’s  my  way  of  doin’,”  said  Hap.  ‘‘Easy  goes.  You  can  depress  de 
muzzel  of  dat  twelve  incher  and  run  er  back  on  de  trucks.  I  remains  in  yer 
midst.” 

‘‘All  right,”  said  Boston,  lowering  his  gun.  “Don’t  try  to  leave,  dat’s  all. 

I  wouldn’t  miss  dis  easy  cash  even  if  I  had  to  shoot  an  old  friend.  This  cash 

will  fix  me  fer  fair.  I’m  goin’  to  drop  de  road  and  start  a  saloon  in  a  little 

town  I  knows  of.  I’m  tired  of  bein’  kicked  around.  Besides  the  money  orter 

remain  in  the  leisure  class  where  it  belongs.” 

Boston  turned  to  the  rest  of  the  gang  and  remarked,  “Well,  Blinkey,  you 
and  Pete  start  down  to  the  cane  field  and  the  rest  of  you  ginks  cough  up  some 
matches.” 

After  the  collection  was  made  the  two  started  for  the  cane  field  and  the 
rest  remained  with  Boston. 

Gaiety  and  pleasure  reigned  in  the  planter’s  home.  Lights  were  lit  and 
the  guests  were  all  seated  at  the  dining  table.  After  discussing  the  fads  and 
fashions  of  the  times,  the  conversation  finally  fell  on  the  tramps  and  hoboes. 

“■^/ell,  Cinthy,  how  many  hoboes  did  you  feed  today?  asked  the  planter 
of  his  wife. 

“Only  five,  hubby,”  she  replied. 

“Did  they  work  for  their  meals? 

“No,”  came  back  the  answer,  “but  two  of  them  offered  to  work.” 

“Yes,”  interrupted  the  planter,  “one  was  an  artificial  flower  maker  and  the 
other  a  professional  glass  blower,  at  which  the  crowd  bursted  out  laughing. 

They  were  all  brought  to  their  feet  by  a  black  object  which  crashed  through 
the  wundow  and  fell  upon  the  table. 

On  opening  the  small  object,  the  planter  found  in  it  a  glove  in  which  was 
placed  a  rock  surrounded  by  a  paper  which  was  covered  with  writing.  The 
planter  read: 

To  de  gent  ob  de  hous: 

Say,  feller,  der  is  five  tuf  hoboes  in  de  lot  below  de  hous,  not  concludin  me. 
I  takes  dis  means  of  kumunikatin  as  I  am  covered  wid  a  gun.  Dese  guys  is 


goin  ter  sit  fire  to  de  cane  field  and  when  you  gents  goes  to  put  de  fire  out  the 
rest  of  de  gang  is  goin  to  rob  de  hous.  Out  quick  and  send  a  relief  core  to  get 
me  outer  this.  Happy  Hogan,  Esq. 

There  was  some  shifting  around  the  plantation  for  the  next  half  hour  which 
resulted  in  the  capture  of  five  hoboes  and  we  next  find  our  hero  sitting  at  the 
table  feasting  on  viands,  such  as  he  had  never  tasted  before,  and  waited  on  by 
the  same  dear  girl  who  had  lost  her  glove. 

When  night  arrived  he  was  shown  to  his  room  which  was  beautifully  deco¬ 
rated  and  contained  an  old-fashioned  decorated  bed.  These  surroundings,  con¬ 
sisting  of  a  bed,  dresser,  wash  basin  anl  numerous  toilet  articles,  were  Greek 
to  Happy.  He  gently  folded  his  coat,  placed  it  in  the  corner  and  gently  reclined 
on  the  floor. 

He  was  given  a  job  the  next  day  on  good  pay,  but  when  the  noon  hour 
came  our  Hero  in  Search  of  Fame  could  not  be  found.  Work  was  not  in  his 
line  of  Trade  and  he  had  vacated.  J.  C. 


A  CHRISTMAS  WITH  QUEER  CREATURES. 

OR 

A  GIFT  FROM  A  GHOST. 

(Continued  from  the  December  Number.) 

It  was  the  night  of  December  the  twenty-fourth,  that  Ned  and  his  com¬ 
panions  sat  in  front  of  the  fireplace  in  the  deserted  house.  The  sound  of  the 
wind  outside  was  not  cheerful.  Within  on  the  walls  of  the  strange  shadows 
of  the  firelight  were  moving.  The  boys  sat  quietly.  No  thought  of  untying 
their  meager  lunches  had  been  expressed. 

Tired  and  wet  as  they  were  when  they  entered  the  house,  they  had  not  sat 


long  in  the  warm  room  until  they  began  to  grow  sleepy.  For  some  reason, 
though,  each  had  hesitated  to  go  upstairs.  They  could  not  rid  their  minds  of 
the  disarranged  order  of  the  furniture  and  the  sepulchral  atmosphere  of  the 
rooms.  The  youngest  of  the  three  suggested  that  they  bring  the  blankets  down¬ 
stairs  and  sleep  on  the  floor  by  the  fire.  Ned  was  about  ready  to  agree  to  the 
plan  when  the  other  youths  objected  on  the  ground  that  the  act  would  be  an 
admission  of  fear,  whereupon  Ned  added  that  he  was  not  afraid  to  sleep  any¬ 
where. 

In  a  moment  the  boys  were  at  the  top  of  the  dark  stairway.  Again  the 
timid  lad  proposed  that  they  all  sleep  together,  but  Ned  thought  that  would  be 
too  crowded  and  said  that  he  would  stay  alone,  provided  the  doors  between 
the  rooms  should  be  left  open. 

Soon  after  wishing  each  other  a  “Merry  Christmas”  they  were  in  bed  and 
asleep.  But  no  sooner  was  Ned  sleeping  than  he  was  awakened  by  the  two 
boys  going  out  of  the  window.  Down  the  porch  roof  they  slid,  and  Ned  lis¬ 
tened  to  hear  them  hit  the  ground,  about  twelve  feet  below.  The  sound  of 
running  died  away  and  all  was  quiet  again. 

“What  had  happened?”  Ned  lay  for  a  moment  dazed.  To  be  awak¬ 
ened  so  suddenly  and  in  such  a  place  seemed  to  paralyze  his  senses.  He  was 
in  a  sort  of  a  stupor. 

Presently  strange  sounds  and  mournful  mutterings  were  heard.  Some  one 
was  in  the  hall.  Through  the  door  moved  something  else.  “And  what  is  this 
standing  here?”  Small,  old,  very  old.  white  hair,  wrinkled  face  made  pale  by 
death;  a  queer  looking  man  spoke:  “Don’t  be  afraid,  boy.  Be  my  friend.  Do 
me  a  favor.”  The  voice  was  kind.  It  seemed  to  bring  Ned  back  to  a  normal 
condition.  “Do  something  for  me  and  you  will  be  welcome  to  stay  here  if  you 
can.”  The  trembling  tones  of  the  old  man  were  tempered  by  sadness. 

“What  do  you  want  me  to  do?”  asked  Ned. 

“Come  to  my  grave.” 

Ned  could  not  imagine  the  meaning  of  such  a  request,  but  so  sad  and  earnest 
did  the  old  man’s  voice  sound,  that  the  boy  quickly  dressed  himself  and  fol¬ 
lowed  what  others  would  have  called  a  ghost. 

Down  stairs  and  out  through  the  back  door  it  went.  I  bony  finger  pointed 


to  a  Jantern  which  Ned  took  from  a  shelf  and  lighted.  A  few  minutes  later 
they  were  standing  beside  what  had  been  intended  for  a  grave;  a  shapeless, 
shallow  hole  that  had  not  even  been  filled.  A  number  of  old  boards  with  dirt 
thrown  on  them  had  kept  animals  from  stumbling  into  it.  Ned  was  more  per¬ 
plexed  than  ever.  “What  does  it  mean?”  As  the  bewildered  boy  stood  won¬ 
dering,  the  old  man  spoke:  “I  want  you  to  bury  me  better.”  “I  have  nothing 
with  which  to  work,”  answered  Ned.  Immediately  the  corpse  disappeared  and 
quickly  returned  with  a  number  of  digging  implements.  Ned  soon  had  a  re¬ 
respectable  looking  grave  formed  from  the  irregular  hole.  “The  casket  in  which 
I  should  have  been  placed  is  hidden  in  the  attic.  I’ll  bring  it,”  and  again  the 
dead  man  disappeared.  While  he  was  gone  Ned’s  mind  almost  ran  riot. 

“What  can  it  all  mean?  Who  is  he?  What  has  been  the  trouble?” 

When  the  coffin  came  it  was  placed  beside  the  grave,  and  when  the  top 
was  removed  there  lay  the  mysterious  man.  Not  knowing  what  else  to  do, 
Ned  replaced  the  lid.  How  to  get  the  remains  in  the  grave  without  letting  it 
fall  was  the  next  question.  The  best  that  could  be  done  was  to  slide  it  down 
from  one  end.  As  he  raised  one  end  of  the  whole  thing  arose,  moved  strangely 
over  and  sank  slow  to  the  bottom.  In  a  few  minutes’  work  with  the  shovel 
Ned  had  a  well  formed  mound.  When  he  looked  up  there  stood  several  strange 
looking  creatures.  Ned  did  not  know  whether  to  call  them  spirits  or  angels. 
There  was  nothing  about  their  looks  or  actions  to  cause  him  to  be  afraid. 

Picking  up  the  lantern  he  returned  to  the  house  somewhat  nervous.  In  the 
fireplace  a  few  coals  were  yet  alive.  A  warm  fire  was  soon  blazing.  As  the 
boy  sat  warming  his  cold  hands  and  feet  he  thought  of  his  two  companions. 
“Where  are  they?”  They  had  slid  down  the  porch  and  had  run  away,  but 
more  than  that  was  not  known. 

While  he  was  sitting  alone,  nervously  wondering,  some  one  in  the  room 
spoke.  The  lad  looked  around  quickly  but  there  was  nothing  to  be  seen. 
Again  the  voice  was  heard,  but  Ned  could  not  tell  from  which  direction  it 
came. 

“You  have  been  good  to  my  father,”  seemed  to  come  from  the  ceiling.  The 
position  then  changed,  and  every  sentence  had  a  different  direction.  “You  did 
the  favor  he  asked.”  “I  have  come  to  thank  you.”  “You  do  not  know  what  it 


means.”  “My  father  was  very  wealthy  and  everything  was  left  to  the 
man  you  met  in  the  cabin.  He  is  my  brother  and  is  so  mean  and  miserly  that 
he  did  not  even  bury  my  poor  old  father  decently.  Before  I  go  I  want  to  re¬ 
ward  you  for  your  kindness.  Tonight  is  Christmas  Eve  and  hidden  in  an  old 
chest  in  the  basement  you  will  find  a  present.  Take  it  and  do  all  the  good  you 
can.  Tomorrow  when  you  return  the  key  to  my  brother,  tell  him  to  let  you  take 
one  thing  out  of  the  house  and  he  can  move  back  without  fear  of  being  haunted 
any  more.  Go  now  and  see  what  you  are  to  take. 

Ned  picked  up  the  lantern  and  was  soon  in  the  cold,  mouldy  cellar.  In  a 
corner  was  an  old  tool  chest  and  when  the  lid  was  raised  there  lay  the  pick  and 
shovels  with  which  he  had  buried  the  old  man.  I  have  done  all  the  good  I  can 
with  them,”  thought  Ned,  and  he  let  the  lid  fall. 

“Open  it  again,”  came  the  clear  command.  The  boy  obeyed  by  turning 
the  top  back  against  the  wall.  '  Throw  them  out,  said  the  voice.  Upon  re¬ 
moving  a  miscellaneous  lot  of  picks,  hoes,  shovels,  axes,  etc.,  Ned  found  a  good 
sized  metal  safe.  It  was  locked  and  too  heavy  to  be  easily  moved.  Look 
underneath.”  Immediately  the  safe  was  pried  up  and  there  was  the  key.  Ned 
unlocked  the  little  bank.  It  was  filled  with  gold  coins.  "Do  all  the  good  you 
can,”  and  the  voice  w’as  heard  no  more.  G.  T.  C. 

(The  End.) 


THE  HAUNTED  HOUSE  OF  BERRYSVILLE. 

For  several  years  it  had  been  rumored  that  the  house  was  haunted,  but  this 
fact  had  never  been  verified  until  lately,  when  for  the  last  few  nights  a  number 
of  the  neighbors  had  asserted  that  they  had  seen  ghosts  through  the  windows 
as  they  passed  the  house.  None  of  the  neighbors  save  Farmer  Jones  was  able 
to  describe  at  any  length  what  the  ghosts  were  like.  This  may  have  been  due 


to  the  fact  that  a  number  of  the  limbs  from  the  trees  formed  a  screen  across  the 
windows  so  that  the  inside  of  the  room  could  not  be  seen  very  distinctly.  At 
least  this  was  the  way  that  Farmers  Johnson,  Smith  and  Lewis,  who  had  all 
claimed  to  have  seen  the  ghosts,  explained  their  inability  to  give  further  details 
in  regard  to  the  appearance  of  these  nightly  intruders.  But  then  again  it  may 
have  been  due  to  the  fact  that  none  of  the  three  farmers  hesitated  long  enough 
on  their  way  past  the  house  to  see  what  the  ghosts  really  were  like,  one  glimpse 
having  been  sufficient  to  insure  them  that  the  ghosts  actually  existed.  The  rea¬ 
son  that  Farmer  Jones  was  able  to  describe  the  ghosts  more  fully  was  that  he 
had  a  wooden  leg  and  was,  of  course,  unable  to  make  such  remarkable  speed 
on  his  way  past  that  house  as  did  his  other  neighbors. 

Farmer  Jones  described  the  ghosts  as  being  four  in  number  and  being  of 
extremely  large  stature — at  least  seven  feet — the  farmer  declared. 

It  seemed  that  they  had  unusually  large  heads  with  rows  of  gleaming  teeth 
through  which  flames  issued.  They  had  no  eyes,  he  asserted,  but  consisted 
entirely  of  teeth  and  body. 

After  this  weird  description,  the  road  passing  the  house  became  less  and 
less  used — especially  at  night — and  the  road  around  the  hill  was  declared  to 
be  fully  one-half  mile  shorter. 

Several  days  later,  Mrs.  Johnson,  while  at  the  Mothers’  Meeting,  remarked: 
“I  jest  can’t  seem  to  understand  it,  somehow;  all  of  our  tallow  dip  candles  that 
I  made  to  last  all  winter  hev  disappeared  and  I  can’t  find  hide  nor  hair  of  ’em. 
And  Johnson  says  a  number  of  the  punkins  hev  disappeared,  too;  but  the  strang¬ 
est  of  all  is  that  one  of  my  new  sheets — one  of  the  extra  large  ones  that  I  jest 
made  has  gone.  I’ve  searched  the  house  over  but  I  can’t  find  ’em  nowhere.” 

Is  thet  so?  asked  Mrs.  Smith.  “I  m  hevin’  quite  a  time  with  our  boy. 
Jack,  I  am.  He  come  home  last  night  with  a  hole  as  big  as  yer  hand  in  his 
trousers  an’  his  shoes  was  covered  with  mud  an’  he  lost  his  cap.” 

Mrs.  Lewis  said  nothing,  but  when  all  the  ladies  save  Mrs.  Johnson  and 
Mrs.  Smith  had  departed,  she  whispered  something  in  those  two  worthies’  ears 
that  caused  them  to  look  surprised  for  a  moment,  but  they  soon  smiled  and 
nodded  their  heads  and  said  that  they  understood.  That  night  two  lights  burned 


long  in  two  farm  houses,  and  about  ten  o’clock,  when  two  very  muddy  boys — 
one  carrying  a  sheet  and  the  other  a  pumpkin,  slunk  into  their  homes  two  sur¬ 
prises  awaited  them.  After  much  talking  and  some  tears,  Mr.  Smith  told  Jack 
that  he  had  an  engagement  with  him  in  the  woodshed.  And,  although  Mr. 
Johnson  had  no  such  painful  appointment  to  keep  with  his  son,  a  number  of 
the  other  boys  wondered  where  the  sled  and  skates  were  that  Jim  had  boasted 
about  for  so  long. 

Strange  to  say,  no  more  ghosts  were  seen  in  the  house.  But  it  was  said 
that  Farmer  Jones  had  so  split  his  wooden  leg  that  he  was  obliged  to  send  to 
the  city  and  have  another  made  to  order.  And  when  it  came  and  Farmer 
Jones  explained  that  it  was  far  stronger  than  the  old  one,  a  couple  of  small  boys 
wondered  if  he  was  expecting  more  ghosts  to  visit  the  old  house,  that  was  ever 
after  known  as  the  “Haunted  House  of  Berrysville.  D.  R. 


Miss  Woodward  put  the  following  question  to  L.  V.:  “How  do  you 
parse — Mary  milked  the  cow? 

L.  V.:  “Cow  is  a  noun,  feminine  gender,  singular  number,  third  person, 
and  stands  for  Mary.” 

“Stands  for  Mary?  How  do  you  make  that  out?” 

"Because.”  replied  L.  V.,  “if  the  cow  didn’t  stand  for  Mary,  how  could 
she  milk  her?’  ^x' 


Constance  (raising  her  hand  to  the  height  of  six  feet):  “I  would  like 
some  one  just  about  this  high. 

W.  W.  (beginning  to  sit  up  and  take  notice):  “Ahem!  is  that  so? 

Q  McC. — “Oh!  Go  on,  Bill — she’s  thinking  of  Wags.” 


ASTORIA 


- o - 

“Oh,  stay,”  the  maiden  said,  “and  go 
Unto  the  moving  picture  show.” 

A  tear  stood  out  in  Eakin’s  eye, 

But  still  he  answered  with  a  sigh, 
“Astoria.” 

The  travelers,  when  homeward  bound, 
Stuck  in  the  mud  themselves  they  found, 
Still  grasping  in  their  hands  like  ice 
Those  pennants  with  the  old  device, 
“Astoria. 

How  they  got  loose  is  hard  to  tell 
But  they  raided  the  “Sckamok”  hotel. 
They  roused  the  old  innkeeper’s  ire; 
“We’re  from,”  said  those  who  did  not  tire, 
“Astoria.” 

The  people  of  Sckamokaway 
As  when  they  woke  at  break  of  day, 
Heard  oft  repeated  the  prayer  of 
“Get  off  my  face,”  and  sung,  the  air  of 
“Astoria.” 

There  in  the  twilight  cold  and  gray. 

Far,  far  away  Astoria  lay 
There  ’neath  the  sky  serene  and  fair. 

Cried  all  the  team  in  deep  despair. 


“Astoria.” 


SCHOOL  NOTES. 


— o - 

The  members  of  the  football  squad 
were  royally  entertained  at  a  banquet 
Saturday,  December  the  sixteenth,  given 
by  Coach  Rogers,  at  the  Weinhard- 
Astoria  Hotel.  The  boys’  three 
months  training  for  football  placed 
them  ina  splendid  condition  to  enjoy 

themselves  on  this  occasion,  and 

they  did  full  justice  to  the  many 
courses  that  were  placed  before  them. 
As  a  token  of  theiresteem  for  Mr.  Rogers,  and  in  recognition  of  the  efficient 
services  he  had  rendered,  they  took  advantage  of  this  opportunity  to  present 
him  with  a  beautiful  smoker  set. 

In  response  to  the  many  excellent  toasts  given,  each  speaker  thanked  Mr. 
Rogers  for  the  good  he  had  done  him  personally,  and  expressed  his  determina¬ 
tion  to  appear  as  a  candidate  for  a  position  on  next  year’s  team.  Those  who 
will  not  return  next  year  expressed  their  regret  that  they  could  not  play,  at  least 
one  more  season  on  the  team,  but  intimated  that  there  is  pleny  of  fresh  material 
to  fill  their  places.  The  subject  of  a  better  team  for  next  year  was  discussed  at 
great  length,  and  everybody  present  was  of  the  opinion  that  much  better  work 

in  football  could  be  accomplished  if  the  available  material  would  only  “turn 

out”  and  try. 

The  occasion  was  taken  advantage  of  for  electing  officers  for  the  1912  ag¬ 
gregation.  Mr.  Carl  Saunders  was  unanimously  elected  captain.  After  much 
discussion,  it  was  decided  to  elect  an  assistant  manager  for  the  coming  year. 
This  action  was  taken  because  the  duties  connected  with  the  managing  of  a 
team  are  greater  than  could  be  accomplished  with  any  degree  of  satisfaction  by 
one  person.  Mr.  J.  G.  Imel  was  elected  manager,  with  Mr.  George  Riefle  as 
his  assistant. 

At  this  juncture  the  writer  wishes  to  congratulate  those  who  put  forth  so 


many  efforts  to  win  honors  at  football  this  year;  but  he  also  wishes  to  impress 
it  upon  the  minds  of  every  student  in  school  that  if  they  wish  to  produce  a  win¬ 
ning  team  nxet  year,  they  must  give  that  team  their  undivided  support  in  every 
way  possible.  Further,  he  would  like  to  add,  that  it  is  the  duty  of  every  stu¬ 
dent  to  take  a  vital  interest  in  strengthening  every  position  on  the  team,  and 
work  hard  for  a  greater  year  of  1912. 

- o - - - - 

Now  that  the  football  season  has  come  to  an  end  much  interest  is  being 
shown  in  basketball.  Many  are  “turning  out”  for  positions  on  the  team  and 
considerable  competition  for  places  exists.  Each  class  has  two  teams,  one  of 
boys  and  one  of  girls.  A  schedule  has  been  arranged  by  the  managers  of  the 
class  teams,  several  games  of  which  have  already  been  played.  Besides  win¬ 
ning  honors  for  the  different  classes,  these  games  will  develop  belter  men  to 
represent  the  school  when  a  team  is  picked  to  meet  other  schools  in  the  inter¬ 
scholastic  contests  this  winter. 

- o - 

The  Juniors  held  their  pennant  sale  several  days  before  the  Christmas  holi¬ 
days  began.  The  pennants  sold  were  of  excellent  quality  and  make,  having 
been  made  by  the  girls  of  the  class.  No  trouble  was  experienced  by  the  man- 
agemnet  of  the  sale  in  disposing  of  the  stock,  as  the  orders  for  the  pennants  were 
taken  before  the  work  on  them  began.  Everybody  was  satisfied  with  his  pur¬ 
chases,  and  is  anxiously  awaiting  another  sale  of  a  similar  nature. 

- o - 

The  Christmas  programs  of  the  Literary  Societies  proved  to  be  very  elab¬ 
orate  affairs,  that  were  thoroughly  enjoyed  by  all.  That  the  different  societies 
were  thoroughly  imbued  with  the  Christmas  spirit  was  variously  demonstrated. 
Christmas  greetings  were  sent  from  one  society  to  another,  yells  were  given  in 
acknowledgement  of  yells  received,  and  songs  appropriate  to  this  time  of  the 
year  were  sung — in  fact,  everything  was  done  to  make  this  event  long  remem¬ 
bered  by  those  present. 

- o - 

A  sum  of  money  amounting  to  seventeen  dollars  was  realized  as  the  result 
fo  a  candy  sale  held  Friday,  January  5th.  A  novel  plan  for  disposing  of  the 
wares  was  inaugurated  by  the  management — a  competition  plan.  Each  class 


vied  with  each  in  disposing  of  their  stock  of  candy  and  obtaining  the  most  money 
for  the  common  fund.  The  honors  for  selling  the  most  candy  were  awarded 
to  the  Sophomore  Class,  having  realized  a  sum  of  six  dollars.  The  results  of 
the  efforts  of  the  other  classes  were  as  follows:  Seniors,  $2.85;  Juniors,  $3.90; 
Freshmen,  $4.25.  The  whole  sum  of  seventeen  dollars  will  be  turned  over 
to  the  Athletic  Board,  who  will  use  it  toward  meeting  their  various  expenses. 


M  rs.  C.  A.  Gearhart,  of  Astoria,  has  presented  to  the  school  library  four 
volumes  of  Ridpath’s  History  of  the  United  States.  The  value  of  these  books 
for  reference  work  is  inestimable;  for  it  contains  the  chronology  of  events  in 
the  United  States  from  the  discovery  of  America  to  the  present  time.  Besides 
containing  valuable  historical  data,  these  volumes  are  very  attractively  gotten  up. 
The  style  of  the  binding  is  most  beautiful  and  imposing,  the  type  is  large  and 
easily  read ;  the  cuts  are  effective.  There  is  yet  considerable  unoccupied  space 
on  our  library  shelves,  but  from  the  present  rate  of  valuable  additions  this  space 
will  soon  be  well  filled. 


W.  W.  (after  being  struck  in  a  basketball  game) — “Oh,  I  feel  so  dizzy 
I  can  see  stars.” 

D.  E. — “No  wonder  you  see  stars.  Look  at  all  us  swell  basketball  play¬ 
ers  standing  around.” 


A.  Fertig — “I  got  the  rheumatism  in  my  finger.” 

E.  Rich  (pitifully) — “Don’t  you  wish  it  was  all  over.” 

A.  Fertig — “No,  it’s  bad  enough  the  way  it  is.” 

- o - 

Mr.  William  Wootton,  the  noted  football  player,  has  given  up  his  pro¬ 
fession  until  next  fall.  Meanwhile  he  has  accepted  the  position  of  head  chap- 
of  the  girls’  G.  G.  Club. 

- o - 

(For  reference — “Three  Twins.”) 


eron 


SOCIETIES. 


Wawregan. 


The  Wawregans  held 
their  fourth  meeting  in 
Mr.  Merrick’s  room  at 
1  ; 30  P.  M.  December 
23,  1911. 

Upon  motion  the  so- 
— ciety  sent  their  Christmas 
and  New  Year  greetings 
.to  the  Alfredian  and 
Adelphian  societies,  as 
has  been  the  custom  of 
the  past  years. 

A  pleasing  program 
suitable  for  the  occasion 
was  given.  In  the  infor¬ 
mal  debate,  “The  Price 
of  Christmas  Presents 


Should  Be  Restricted, ’’the  decision  was  given  to  the  affirmative. 
The  meeting  was  adjourned  at  3:00  P.  M. 


Alfredian. 

The  Alfredian  Society  held  its  fourth  meeting  on  December  22,  in  Miss 
Hulse’s  room.  The  program  was  of  a  Christmas  character  and  very  enjoyable. 
An  interesting  debate  was  given  on  “Resolved,  That  Christmas  Brings  More 
Unhappiness  Than  Happiness.” 

The  Alfredians  were  favored  with  a  number  of  short  talks  from  some  of 
the  students  who  are  attending  college. 

Adelphian. 

- o - 

On  Friday,  December  22,  the  Adelphians  held  their  literary  meeting. 
The  program  was  devoted  to  Christmas,  and  was  excellently  given.  One  fea¬ 
ture  was  the  debate,  “Resolved,  That  the  Myth  of  Santa  Claus  Should  Be 


Abolished.  Caroline  W  aterhouse  upheld  the  affirmative,  and  George  Riefle 
the  negative.  The  decision  of  the  judges  was  given  in  favor  of  the  negative, 
doubtless  because  the  debate  happened  to  be  given  before  Christmas.  The 
meeting  broke  up  with  rousing  cheers,  led  by  the  A.  H.  S.  yell  leader,  and 
college  songs,  led  by  Mr.  Crockett. 


CZ.  LASSE5 

Senior  Notes. 

The  holidays  being  over,  it  is  rather  quiet  in  the  room,  as  all  the  Seniors  are 
resuming  their  studies  with  more  vigor  and  earnestness. 

Virginia  Peterson  was  elected  manager  of  the  girls’  basketball  team,  and 
Richard  Wilson  for  the  boys’  team,  but  as  he  has  left  school,  we  shall  elect 
another  to  fill  the  vacancy  at  the  first  meeting. 

The  girls’  team  has  had  but  little  practice  so  far,  for  the  team  has  just  been 
organized.  But  they  are  all  willing  to  practice  with  more  earnestness  now,  as 
there  will  be  some  very  interesting  games  between  the  Seniors  and  the  other 
classes. 

- o - 

Junior  Notes. 

Among  the  girls  of  the  Junior  class  who  have  turned  out  for  basketball 
practice  the  following  have  been  chosen  for  the  first  team:  Anna  Thompson, 
Elva  Staples,  Weina  Granberg,  Carolyn  Waterhouse,  Vivian  Sutti  and  Emma 
Jackson,  as  substitute.  With  this  lineup  we  expect  to  have  a  few  interesting 


games. 


At  present  the  class  is  without  a  secretary,  that  office  having  been  filled  by 
Rose  Anderson,  who  has  gone  to  Walhalla,  North  Dakota.  We  regret  losing 
Rose,  for  she  was  an  excellent  secretary  as  well  as  student. 

The  proceeds  of  the  pennant  sale  were  very  gratifying,  and  we  would  like 
to  thank  the  other  classes  for  the  support  and  patronage  they  gave  the  Juniors  in 
that  event. 

- O - 

Sophomore  Notes. 

A  Christmas  entertainment  was  given  by  the  Sophomore  class  at  Rosenberg’s 
Hall  on  Thursday  evening,  December  28.  During  the  evening  gifts  were 
distributed  from  a  Christmas  tree.  Amusement  was  furnished  by  games  and 
music,  and  later  in  the  evening  supper  was  served.  The  patronesses  were 
M  iss  Dora  Badollet,  Mrs.  Jones,  Mrs.  J.  A.  Fulton  and  Mrs.  C.  B.  Allen. 
The  majority  of  the  class  was  present. 

The  basketball  game  played  on  December  1  5  between  the  Sophomore  and 
Freshmen  girls  was  won  by  the  former.  The  Sophomores  were  again  victorious 
when  the  boys  played  the  Freshman  boys,  with  a  score  of  22  to  7. 

The  class  colors  have  been  changed  from  green  and  gold  to  red  and 
green. 

A  meeting  was  held  on  January  3  to  arrange  for  the  candy  sale  held  on 
Friday,  the  3th.  Arthur  Fertig  was  previously  appointed  manager  for  the 
Sophomores. 


Freshman  Notes. 

The  first  basketball  game  of  the  season  was  played  by  the  Freshman  and 
Sophomore  girls.  Although  the  Freshmen  did  not  win,  they  succeeded  in 
making  several  baskets  and  played  very  well  for  the  amount  of  practice  they 
have  had. 

On  December  22  the  Freshman  boys’  basketball  team  played  against  the 
Sophomores.  It  was  a  very  exciting  game  and  caused  a  good  deal  of  interest. 
The  score  was  22  to  5  in  favor  of  the  Sophomores. 


BASKETBALL. 


Soph.  Girls  vs.  Fresh.  Girls. 


On  Friday,  December  5,  the  Sophomore  girls’  basketball  team  met  the 
Freshmen  girls’  basketball  team  in  the  school  gymnasium.  The  Soph  girls 
were  victorious,  the  score  being  5  to  4.  The  game  was  closely  contested 
throughout  and  excitement  ran  high.  The  outcome  at  the  end  of  the  first  half 
was  very  dubious,  the  score  being  3  to  2  in  favor  of  the  class  of  ’  1  4. 


After  a  few  minutes’  play  in  the  second  half  the  Sophs  secured  another 
basket,  giving  them  two  more  points.  The  Freshies  then  took  a  brace  and  held 
their  opponents.  With  only  two  minutes  to  play,  the  Freshies  tallied  two  more 
points  by  throwing  a  basket,  which  was  secured  by  the  clever  work  of  Miss 
O’Farrell.  The  game  ended  without  any  further  scoring,  the  final  score  being 
5  to  4  in  favor  of  the  Sophomore  girls. 

Jennie  Bangsund  and  Blanche  Lornsten  starred  for  the  Sophs,  while  Rose 
O’Farrell  and  Nellie  Larsen  did  the  same  for  the  Freshies. 


Sophs. 

Blanche  Lorntsen . Forward 

Ethel  Rich . 

Jennie  Bangsund  (Capt.) . Center. 

Carrie  Glaser . Guard 

Gail  Hardesty . 


Subs. — G.  Garner,  D.  Dunbar. 


Freshies. 

Nellie  Larsen  (Capt.) 

. Ruth  Spande 

. Rose  O’Farrell 

.  .  .  Lois  Abercrombie 
. Margaret  Barry 


Soph  Boys  vs.  Fresh  Boys. 

The  Sophomore  boys  met  the  Freshman  boys  in  a  basketball  game  on 
Friday,  December  12.  The  game  was  a  walkover  for  the  Soph.,  the  score 
being  20  to  7.  For  the  first  ten  minutes  of  the  first  half  the  playing  was  about 
even,  but  after  this  period  the  teamwork  of  the  Sophs,  began  to  tell  and  they 
began  to  roll  up  the  score.  Toward  the  end  of  the  second  half  the  Freshmen 
rallied  and  retaliated  by  throwing  a  couple  of  baskets  in  quick  succession. 

Malarky  and  Herman  starred  for  the  class  of  ’15,  while  Torkleson,  Gerd- 
ing  and  Fertig  did  the  same  for  the  class  of  ’14.  The  lineup: 

Sophs.  Freshies. 


Gerding . 

. R.  F . 

Beard . 

. L.  F . 

Torkleson  (Capt.) . 

. C . 

Fertig . 

. L.  G . 

Anderson . 

. R.  G . 

Mignon  (speaking  of  Mr.  J.) — “All  that  glistens  is  not  gold.” 

Kid — “Are  you  referring  to  his  watch  charm  or  his  bald  spot?” 

- o - 

J.  Crockett  (to  waitress  in  cafe  at  Clatskanie) — “Just  bring  me  a  little 
pure  H..O,  Bright  Eyes.” 

Waitress  brings  him  coffee. 

J-  C. — “Well,  it’s  easy  to  see  you  haven’t  studied  Chem.  under  Stone. 

- o - 

Joke  Editor:  I  think  you  have  no  right  to  put  my  name  in  the  Zephyrus, 
so  you  will  please  be  careful  to  omit  it  in  the  future.  Signed, 

Eileen  Tompkins. 


ALUMNI  NOTES. 


- o - 

Ira  Gaston,  ’ll,  a  student  at  Oregon,  spent 
the  Christmas  vacation  with  his  parents  in  this 
city. 

Hazel  Davies,  'll,  who  is  attending  the  Pa¬ 
cific  University,  spent  the  holidays  in  this  city. 

Donald  Stuart,  '07,  who  is  studying  law  at 
Stanford  University,  spent  the  vacation  at  Sea¬ 
side  with  his  parents. 

Grace  Kennedy,  ’ll,  spent  a  part  of  the 
vacation  in  this  city  as  the 
guest  of  MargaretGriffin. 

Frank  Sanders,  ’ll,  was  here  for  the  holidays. 

Ellen  Nowlen,  '04,  spent  the  holidays  in  this  city  and  was  one  of  those 
who  attended  the  Nurses’  Reunion  at  Seaside. 

Arthur  Danielson,  ’10,  who  is  studying  mining  at  Stanford  University, 
was  home  for  the  holiday  recess. 

Laura  Jeffers,  09,  who  is  teaching  school  at  Knappa,  Ore.,  spent  the 
holidays  in  this  city. 

Maybelle  Larsen,  08,  has  accepted  a  position  as  assistant  principal  in  the 
Clatskanie  High  School. 


EXCHANGES 

“The  Whims,”  Seattle:  Your  cuts  are  excellent  and  the  literary  depart¬ 
ment  deserves  special  mention. 

“The  Cardinal,”  Portland,  is  a  well  arranged  paper,  but  could  be  im¬ 
proved  by  putting  all  the  jokes  under  Funny  Stuff. 


“The  Hesperian,”  Oregon  City,  is  an  attractive  paper.  The  stories  are 
interesting  and  the  domestic  science  department  places  the  paper  above  all  others. 

“The  St.  Helen’s  Hall  Quarterly,”  Portland:  The  only  thing  your  paper 
lacks  is  cuts. 

“The  Toka,”  Grants  Pass:  Your  Xmas  number  is  excellent.  The  jokes 
should  not  be  placed  among  the  advertisements. 

“The  Classicum,”  Ogden,  Utah:  We  are  pleased  to  receive  your  paper. 
It  is  one  of  our  best  exchanges. 

“Lawton  High  School,”  Oklahoma:  Your  paper  is  very  interesting.  The 
stories  and  cuts  are  excellent.  Why  not  select  a  name  for  your  paper? 

“The  Ocean  Breeze,”  Aberdeen,  Wash.,  contains  the  best  cuts  of  any  of 
our  Exchanges.  All  departments  are  good  and  the  jokes  are  up  to  date. 

“The  Kuay,”  Seattle,  Wash.,  is  a  neat  paper.  Nothing  adverse  can  be  said 
except  that  it  needs  a  few  more  jokes. 

“The  Troubadour,”  Portland:  The  same  can  be  said  about  your  paper 
as  about  “The  Cardinal.” 

“The  Clarion,”  Salem,  Ore.:  Your  “Lemon  Tree”  deserves  special 


mention. 

“The  Columbiad,”  Portland:  We  note  the  lack  of  cuts  in  your  paper,  and 
we  believe  more  stories  would  improve  it,  although  the  stories  you  have  are  good. 
“The  Totem”  is  the  most  attractive  paper  in  the  list  of  exchanges. 

“The  Wireless,”  Woodburn,  Ore.:  Your  paper  would  look  better  if  you 

had  a  special  cut  for  each  department  and  mere  space  for  each.  Your  jokes  are 
truly  humorous. 

“The  Mirror,”  Wilbur,  Wash.:  The  same  can  be  said  about  your  paper 

as  about  “The  Wireless.”  If  you  have  no  good  original  jokes,  find  some  good 
exchange  jokes. 

We  acknowledge  the  receipt  of  the  “Oregon  Emerald,”  “Weekly  Index,” 
“Willamette  Collegian”  and  the  "O.  A.  C.  Barometer.” 

“The  Pacific  Star”:  Your  stories  should  contain  more  spirit.  Your  Xmas 
cover  was  quite  original. 

“The  Elemayhum”:  The  same  may  be  said  of  your  paper  as  of  “The 
Kuay.” 

The  Voice  ’  contains  a  good  Thanksgiving  story.  Some  new  cuts  would 
improve  the  paper. 


Dec.  8.  Bill  appears. 

Dec.  11.  "Suited  (sooted)  as  usual”  Miss  Badollet.  Holey  Virginia. 

Dec.  I  2.  The  High  School  girls  become  frivolous.  Did  you  ever  watch 
calsomine  spread? 

Dec.  13.  Reports!  Have  you  joined  the  “Ringers”? 

Dec.  14.  Ejaculations!  The  Soph,  girls  lose  the  gym.  floor  to  the  boys. 

Dec.  15.  What’s  funny?  Jessie  Garner  at  a  basketball  game. 

Dec.  1 8.  Senior  class  all  in  History  on  time.  Junior  slaughter  in  pen¬ 
nants. 

Dec.  19.  All  assembled  to  wish  Mr.  Stone  a  merry  Christmas. 

Dec.  20.  Peanut  day  in  the  Senior  English  class.  “And  the  smoke 
went  up  the  chimney.” 

Dec.  2 1 .  Some  important  members  of  the  alumni  revisit  scenes  of  their 
childhood. 


Dec.  22.  Xmas  society  programs  slide  on  with  a  goodly  supply  of  vis¬ 
itors,  mostly  “has-beens  of”  the  A.  H.  S.  The  visitors  also  see  the  Sophs, 
walk  off  with  the  green  in  basketball. 


The  Secret  of  our  Success 


A  trial  will  con¬ 
vince  the  most 
skeptical  person 
Phone  416 


A.  &  A.  Cleaning:  Works 


Res.  Phone  Office  Phone 

480  456 

Dr.  A.  W.  Kinney 

DENTIST 

Hours  5^  p1'  |  Night  by  appointment 


Those  Dizzy  Spells  May  Be  Due  to  Eyestrains 

Many  of  those  short,  sharp  pains  that  shoot  through 
your  temples,  and  many  of  those  brief  spells  of  dizzi¬ 
ness  or  palpitation  are  very  likely  due  to  eyestrain. 
These  are  Nature’s  warnings  of  impending  weakness  of 
the  vision— and  should  receive  your  prompt  attention. 
Don’t  be  in  ignorance  regarding  the  condition  of  your 
eyes.  See  us  today. 

T.  O.  WITHERS,  Eye  Sight  Specialist 
510  Commercial  St.  Over  Jewel  Theatre 


GEORGE’S  “POMP.” 

Who’d  not  have  a  pompadour. 

Sprawling  and  parting  free? 

Though  all  aghast,  unpraising  be. 

Yet  still  all  proud  is  he. 

He  sees  not  that  his  hair  has  fallen. 

Ungraceful  curves  does  make; 

He  only  thinks  he’s  killing  hearts. 

And  on  raid  forth  does  start. 

Heard  on  the  Clatskanie  trip: 

De  W.  G. — “I’ll  bet  my  suit  will  need  pressing  when  I  get  home.” 

W.  E. — “Yes,  but  if  we’d  stayed  at  Clatskanie  I’d  be  pressing  my  suit 
on  bended  knee.” 


■O 


Heard  in  Hoefler’s: 

Freda  J. — “Yes,  we  have  some  fresh  sweet  chocolates.” 
Bob  M. — “Have  you  any  as  sweet  as  you?” 

F.  J. — “Yes,  but  none  as  fresh  as  you  are?” 

- o - 

If  powder  burns,  would  Fernand  Ro(a)st? 


W.  C.  Logan 

Dentist 

578  Commercial  St.,  Astoria 


We  have  what 

See  Louis  Kinkela 

you  want— 

Columbia 

The  Chiropodist 

Edison 

for  Corns,  Bunions,  Calouses 

Victor 

and  Ingrowing  Nails 

Terms  to  Suit 

Over  Finnish  Mercantile  Store 

JOHNSON  PHONOGRAPH 

tt  19  to  10  a.  m.  Phone 

COMPANY 

Hours  (2  to  4  p.  m.  689R 

All  Students  Trade 
with 

Chas.  V.  Brown 

Astoria’s  Leading 
Shoe  Man 

Footwear  for  all  Occasions  in  Stock 


STOVE  WOOD 
in  large  or  small  quantities 
at  prices  that  are  hard  to 
equal.  If  you  burn  wood  of 
any  sort  you  will  find  it  to 
your  advantage  to  order 
from  us.  You  may  always 
be  sure  of  getting  the  right 
sort,  the  right  quantity  and 
right  prices. 

Astoria  Fuel  &  Supply  Co. 

Office  168  Tenth  Street 
Phone  35 


Lorens — “Tell 


me 


what  people  readand  I’ll  tell  you  what  they  are.” 


lr  >CA/vt . 


Jessie — “There’s  my  sister,  she  is  al¬ 
ways  reading  a  cook  book.” 

Lorens — “Then  she’s  a  cook.” 

Jessie — “There’s  where  you  are  dead 
wrong.  She  only  thinks  she  is. 


SHAKESPEARE  AS  APPLIED  TO 
A.  H.  S. 


I  think  we  know  that  sweet  Roman 

Mr.  M. 


We  should  do  when  we  would.” 


stf////;///  hand.” 


,  /  / 


‘  That  we  would  do 


M  iss  Hulse. 


“Let  me  have  .  .  .  sleek-headed  men.”  Mr.  S. 

“At  my  fingers’  ends.”  Mr.  J.’s  ring. 

“For  my  voice,  I  have  lost  it  with  halloing  and  singing  of  anthems.” 


‘The  true  beginning  of  our  end.” 

Mr.  C. 

Senior  Class. 

Here  will  be  an  old  abusing  of 

God’s  patience  and  the  king’s  English.” 

Junior  Room. 

Forever  and  a  day.” 

School  term. 

My  salad  days 

When  I  was  green  in  judgment.” 

Freshies. 

,*-pi  *  ** 

1  he  game  s  up. 

Football. 

They  have  a  plentiful  lack  of  wit.” 

Joke  Editors. 

Gratiano  speaks  an  infinite  deal  of  nothing.” 

George  McC. 

There’s  the  humor  of  it.” 

Leola. 

I  have  a  kind  of  alacrity  in  sinking.” 

Dorothy  D. 

“Oh,  it  is  excellent  to  have  a  giant’s  strength.” 

Jimmy  M. 

I  am  all  the  daughters  of  my  father’s  house. 

And  all  the  brothers,  too.” 

Dea  I. 

Astoria  Savings  Bank 

Capital  and  Surplus  $260,000 


Transact  a  General  Banking  Business.  Interest 
paid  on  Time  Deposits. 

FOUR  PER  CENT.  PER  ANNUM 
11th  and  Duane  Sts.  Astoria,  Oregon 


Residence  Office 

Phone  676R  Phone  455 

CROWN 

Dr.  Chas.  W.  Barr 

BDTTLNIG  WORKS 

m 

Rudolph  Boentgen,  Mgr. 

DENTIST 

Manufacturers  of  all  kinds 

523  Commercial  Street 

of  Carbonated  Beverages 

over  Brown’s  Shoe  Store 

Phone  31  538  Duane  St. 

Palace  Catering  Co. 

538  Commercial  Street 
Astoria,  Ore. 


You  are  always  healthy  when  you  eat 
at  the  Palace 


Did  you  ask  EAKIN  about 

Frou  Frou? 

No?  Why  didn’t  you?  Ask  him  now. 


CHAS.  ROGERS  &  SON 


“I  never  knew  so  young  a  body 
With  so  old  a  head.” 


Lorens  L. 

“I  11  speak  in  a  monstrous  little  voice. 

Nanna  T. 

“The  lunatic,  the  lover  and  the  poet 
Are  of  imagination  all  compact.” 

DeWitt  G. 

“Her  voice  was  ever  soft.” 

Bernice  McG. 

“I’m  not  in  the  roll  of  common  men. 

Billy  W. 

“Love  is  blind.”  Constance  F. 

“I  dote  on  his  very  absence.” 

Leola  and  Arthur. 
“A  hungry,  lean-faced  villain 
A  mere  anatomy.” 

Wallace  E. 

Chain  Gang. 
Bob  M. 
Mignon  A. 
Wetzel  G. 
Gail  H. 
Elsie  Y. 
“The  Floors.” 
Alfred  G. 
Dorothy  M. 

Louis  M. 
The  Tests. 

Carl  S. 
Emma  W. 
Arthur  F. 
At  Hoefler’s. 
Virginia. 


“Let’s  go  hand  in  hand 
Not  one  before  the  other.” 

"I  will  wear  my  heart  upon  my  sleeve.” 

“The  fringed  curtains  of  thine  eye  advance.” 

“A  very  valiant  hencher  man.” 

“Speak  low  if  you  speak  love.” 

“Virtue  is  bold  and  goodness  never  fearful.” 

“A  very  ancient  and  fish-like  smell.” 

“He  doth  nothing  but  talk  of  his  horse.” 

"Is  she  not  passing  fair?” 

"How  use  doth  breed  a  habit  in  a  man.”  (Gum.) 
“For  my  own  part,  it  was  Greek  to  me.” 
"Seldom  he  smiles  and  smiles  in  such  a  sort 
As  if  he  mocked  himself  and  scorned  his  spirit.” 
“So  wise,  so  young,  they  may  never  live  long.” 

"I  have,  perhaps,  some  shallow  spirit  of  judgment. 
“A  dish  fit  for  the  gods.” 

“The  courageous  captain  of  compliments. 


THE  BEE  HIVE 


The  Largest  Department  Store 
on  the  Lower  Columbia. 

The  best  Merchandise  at  the  lowest 
possible  prices.  Jgp  jg?  Jt&  J2? 


Cheer  up  its  a 
hundred  years  until 
another  Centennial. 


The  Store  of 
Conveniences 


Stamps  Sold  Packages  taken  care  of 

Meet  your  friends  here 


THE  GIRL  WHO  GRADUATES 

from  the  High  School:  who  hesitates  to  pledge  four  years  to  a  Col¬ 
lege  Course:  who,  nevertheless,  desires  to  study,  to  enjoy  college 
advantages,  to  cultivate  special  talents,  to  enrich  her  life  and  her 
friendships — should  know  of 

NATIONAL  PARK  SEMINARY 
It  is  a  Junior  College  for  young  women  planned  especially  to  meet 
the  needs  of  High  School  graduates.  Collegiate  and  Vocational 
Courses,  Music,  Art,  Domestic  Science,  Business  Law,  Travel. 
Outdoor  life  a  feature.  Study  of  the  National  Capital.  Illustrated 
book  of  126  pages  free  on  request.  Address 

Secretary,  National  Park  Seminary, 
(Suburb  of  Washington, D.C.)  Forest  Glen,  Maryland 


When  you  do  dance  I  wish  you 

As  wave  o’er  the  sea  that  you  might  ever  do 

Nothing  but  that.” 

“For  rain,  it  raineth  every  day.” 

Sweep  on  yon  fat  and  greasy  citizens.” 
“There’s  a  skirmish  of  wit  between  them.” 
“There  was  never  yet  fair  woman 
But  she  made  mouths  in  a  glass.” 

“  ’Tis  a  naughty  night  to  swim  in.” 

“What  a  case  am  I  in!” 

“Winding  up  days  with  toil 
And  nights  with  sleep.” 


Dorothy  E. 
Astoria. 
Seif  H. 

Johnny  C  and  Miss  H. 

Jenny  B. 
Heard  on  the  Pilot. 

Johnny  C. 

A.  H.  S.  Students. 


R.  F. — “How  much  are  these  puppies?” 

Dealer — “Five  dollars  apiece.” 

R.  F. — “Well — er — I  don’t  want  a  piece  of  one,  I  want  a  whole  one.” 

- o - 

Mr.  J.  to  W.  I. — “William,  have  you  anything  to  do?” 

W.  I.— “Yes,  sir.” 

Mr.  J. — “Why  don’t  you  do  it?” 

W.  I.— “I’ve  done  it.” 

- o - 

Miss  B.  (in  Geom.) — “Here  is  C  A  B;  now,  what  will  you  have? 
Soph. — “Oh,  I’ll  have  a  taxi.” 

- o - 

Johnny:  “Why  are  most  girls  like  postage  stamps? 

Bobby:  “They’re  stuck  on  the  mails  (males).  — Ex. 


A  Joke— Eat  at  the  Waffle  House,  Hildebrand  Building 


Great  Annual  Clearance  Sale  at 

ALBERT  DUNBAR  &  CO. 

Every  Article  Reduced  in  Price 


566  Commercial  Street  Astoria,  Oregon 

Everything  in  Sporting  Goods 
Cutlery  and  Hardware 

Foard  &  Stokes  Hardware  Co. 


Five  months  interest  paid  July  1st,  1912,  on  all 
deposits  made  before  February  1st,  in  our 

Savings  Department 


SCANDINAVIAN  AMERICAN  SAVINGS  BANK 

Astoria,  Oregon 


A.  W.  Norblad 

Attorney  at  Law 
Page  Bldg 


SEE^^ 

TAGG’S 

for  Home  Made 
Candies  and 
Best  Ice  Cream 


If  you  “go  in”  for  outdoor  sports 
—perhaps  we  ought  to  say  “go 
out”  for  them— you’d  better  go 
in  our  Hart  Schaffner  &  Marx 
clothes. 

P.  A.  STOKES 

This  store  is  the  home  of 
Hart  Schaffner  &  Marx  Clothes 


Utzingei’sNewsStand 

Stationery 
School  Supplies 
Periodicals  and  a  large 
assortment  of  books 


Hart  s  Drug  St  ore 

We  sell  lc  Post 
Cards  and 
Others.^ 

Commercial  &  14th 


Anderson,  '02 
and  Erickson,  '04 

Attorneys  at  Law 

Rooms  in  Fulton-Dement  Bldg 
over  Spexarth’s 


Phone  621-R 

R.  H.  Hoskins 

D.  M.  D. 

573  Commercial  St. 


for  our  painless  opper- 
ations  is  not  magic. 
It  lies  all  together  in 
our  painstaking  care. 
“Ask  your  neighbor” 

Astoria  Dental  Parlors 

F.  E  Casey,  D.M.D. 
Phone  355 

CRYSTAL  THEATRE 

Advanced  Vaudeville  and  Photo  Play 

Change  of  Acts  Change  of  Pictures 

Sunday  and  Thursday  Sunday,  Tuesday  and  Thursday 

Finest  and  most  up-to-date  house  on 
Pacific  Coast 


Have  you  tried  our 

Finnish  Mercantile 

high-grade  press  work 

Company 

on  shirts?  If  not,  give  us  a 

120  Twelfth  Street 

trial 

Troy  Laundry 

Groceries,  Fruit 

and  Vegetables 

10th  St  Duane  Phone  33 

854 — Phones — 855 

Wear  CROSSET  SHOES,  best  on  earth  for  the 
money— $4.00  to  $6.00 

For  sale  by 


Wherity,  Ralston  &  Co. 

479  Commercial  Street  Astoria,  Oregon 


CENTRAL  DRUG  STORE 

ERNST  RINDELL,  Proprietor 

ASTORIA,  -  -  OREGON 

Try  our  “Laxarets” 

Best  for  Constipation 

Still  Unsurpassed  for  Purity  of  Drugs 


Frank  Vaughan 

D.  D.  S. 

Pythian  Building,  Astoria,  Ore. 


Don’t  buy  your  Spring  Suit  until  you  have  seen 

STYLE  PLUS  <t  17 
CLOTHES  tj)  1 1 

A  complete  line  will  be  in  about  February  15th 
WAH  S I N G,  Exclusive  Representative 


Astoria  National  Bank 

of  Astoria,  Oregon 


UNITED  STATES  DEPOSITORY 


Icall  your  attention  to  the  “Wise” 

Annual  Clearance  SALE. 

MY  stock  is  not  only  the  largest  but  it 
contains  many  celebrated  makes. 

Every  person  desirous  of  having  good 

Clothes  at  modest  prices  should  call. 

Let  no  time  be  wasted,  because  Wise’s 

Clearance  Sale  of  Men’s  and  Young  Men’s 
Clothing  cannot  go  on  forever. 

HERMAN  WISE 

Astoria’s  Reliable  Clothier  &  Hatter 


Remember  Us  When  You 
Set  The  Date 

Hildebrand  &  Co. 

House  Furnishers 


D.  E.  LAGASSEE 

“Selling  Good  Sh  oes  Cheaper 
thah  others  keeps  me  busy.” 


